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Chapter Nine: Pachelbel's Cannon 


Dew watched in grim satisfaction as Char's 
flamethrower and Flint's gashing tail savaged the thick 
wooden gates of Lunpa Fortress. A violet tornado was 
drilling back and forth along the battlements above as Waft 
chased down and subdued those lethal archers. 
Occasionally Granite's aura sparked yellow as one of the 
enemy Lunpans proved how slowly they caught on by firing 
another shot at the avenging Jupiter Djinni. 


"Are you sure you don't want him out of here?" 
asked Fugue. 


"Yes. lan's going to see this through to the end," 
Dew replied, not even looking away from the progressing 
battle. It was a bit one-sided to count as a battle, but as 
soon as lan was hit by a metal bolt from that miniature 
cannon, Dew lost all interest in holding back. 


"What are those tube things, anyway?" asked the 
Mars Djinni. 


"| don't know. Like blowguns that don't need to be 
blown, or explosive crossbows, | guess." 


"Mars bows?" Fugue suggested. 


"Oh, yes, we really need the Lunpans to associate 
you guys with the weapon that killed their leader." 


"Blastbows, then." 


"That's something. What are you doing here 
talking, anyway?" 


“Remember my power? It's pretty useless to drain 
enemy Psynergy when you're inside a field that blocks 
Psynergy." 


"That's not all you do," Dew insisted. 


"Yeah, itis. The other fiery stuff is all Psynergy, 
which, like | said-" 


"Play for us, Fugue," said Dew. She spoke calmly, 
but the words were a command. And watching the Djinn as 
they worked, watching the crowd in wait like a giant wolf 
pack, ready to be unleashed on the soldiers within, Fugue 
agreed. 


She focused on the notes. Usually a quick, lively 
chord was all it took to cut the enemies' reserves down a bit, 
but this would be more detailed. Starting slowly, Fugue let 
one tone play. A red note rolled and swirled up above them, 
fading into the sky. 


Then another, and a pair, a trill, and Fugue played 
the notes of power, letting music flow across the battlefield, 
crashing against the stone walls like a great wave. The walls 
didn't even twitch, of course, but in the hall beyond, some of 
the soldiers began to tremble. 


Luff held up a wing, and behind him, in an orderly 
line that had taken twenty minutes just to organise so none 
of the Djinn felt affronted, the others stopped. They crept 
through the corridors unseen, mostly because the inner halls 
were nearly empty, but they were taking care not to walk 
into another battle like the one in the kitchens. 


"What is it?" whispered Mold. 


"Got something," Luff replied. "This looks like a 
major thoroughfare we're coming onto. Wide hall, very 
fancy decoration, suits of armor on the walls, tapestries, you 
name it." 


"Tapestry Bomb," Shine muttered. "I do hope 
someone creates it, if nothing else." 


"All of which means that we're probably close to 
the throne room- Gasp, don't start, you know there's a 
throne room, every castle has to have a throne room. And 
that's where the bad guy behind all this is going to be. It's 
like clockwork," Luff stated. 


"Think we should charge in?" asked Forge. 
"Sounds like a great way to get killed,” Iron replied. 


"Kid's right," Luff agreed. "We'll have to be careful, 
or we could get trapped, and then who knows where we'll 
wind up. This guy knows about Psynergy, he knows enough 
about Djinn that his troops knew what we were... we've got 
the powers of the Elements, but we won't have the element 
of surprise for long." 


Now, one of the major problems with moving ina 
line is that anything said at the front has to get passed down 
so the people at the end know what the decisions are. In 
this case, the people at the end consisted of Geode, who was 
by now on the verge of exploding in terror. 


"The hall up ahead is lined with heavily armored 
knights," Squall reported first. Then, after another 
exchange, she added "They're all carrying carpet bombs ... 
the door is locked with clockwork that'll trap us while the 


bad guys come out of hiding ... and we're going to charge in, 
even though the leader behind all this has power over a fifth 
element that we don't know about." 


The Djinn started moving again, into the wider 
hall, careful not to stay in the open. After a few moments, 
the Venus Djinn noticed that they were suddenly 
outnumbered. "Where's Geode?" asked Iron. 


"Squall?" Luff called after a quick glance showed 
only two Venus Djinn. 


"How did you know it was me? You have no proof!" 
Squall shot back. 


"Mm-hm," Luff muttered. "Mold, Iron, go get him. 
If he's rigid with fear, carry him along; we can use him to 
break down the doors." The Djinn saluted (a bit 
sarcastically) with their tails and marched off, and all the 
others turned on Squall. "As for you, what do you think 
you're doing at atime like this? You can't be-" 


"Luff," she said quickly. 
"Don't cut me off. | thought we had-" 


"Sir!" she insisted, dashing forward, and then Luff 
was clocked soundly with the end of a pike. "Old people 
should not be allowed to lead," Squall grumbled as she 
dropped his attacker with a lightning bolt. And then she 
had to wonder if the power to see the future extended to 
Djinn too, as half the suits of armor stepped off their 
platforms and drew weapons. 


"You want to take anything else?" asked Mist. 


"Nah, this is probably good," Cannon decided. 


"If we can haul it all," Quartz reminded them. 


"| still say we should hitch up some sort of sleigh 
design," said Smog. 


"That's exactly why we don't listen to you," Steel 
explained. "Let's go, or we'll be too late to do any good." 


"This doesn't make the slightest bit of sense," Chill 
insisted, floating quite comfortably on the surface of the 
pool. The great blaze was definitely doused, there was 
nothing left to burn, and the whole fire-bracket was 
underneath a foot of water. 


"Now I'm definitely going to make you pay," said 
Torch, darkly. She was still quite soaked. "You had me melt 
that rock to get some dark underworld's entire water supply 
up here, and it only worked for thirty seconds." 


"The fire's still out," Breeze pointed out. 


"Do you want me to list the number of ways that's 
not helpful? We need our Psynergy back. | say we drain the 
water and just eradicate whatever's left of this thing," Torch 
declared, determinedly. 


"No, we're done here," Echo stated. "This just isn't 
the only thing that can block our powers." 


"You mean we've got to soak another of these?!" 
asked Core, horrified. 


"Nah," Whorl decided. "When we did put it out, 
there was a little while that we had Psynergy back." 


“About as long as it would take for someone to 
realise what was happening and start another one of these, 


probably," Sour agreed. "And there aren't any people down 
here, so the new one must be higher up." 


"At last we get to cause some damage,” said 
Wheeze and Vine simultaneously. 


"In that case..." said Coal, slowly, "I think we have 
a big bad guy to find. And fast." 


"Very fast," Torch affirmed. Coal flashed brightly, 
letting his power roll over all the other Djinn, and then the 
dozen of them were gone in a blink and cloud of steam. 


The problem with fighting a suit of armor became 
very clear to all the Djinn as soon as they had shaken off 
flashbacks to the battle with the Sentinel. Since there was 
no one inside, your enemy was actually a bunch of metal 
plates with a pointy, heavy, or sharp object in its hand that 
it wanted you to have, hopefully in a vulnerable spot. 


"It's satisfying and all," said Shine, blasting at the 
thick plates of a knight until anyone inside would have had 
to have a ribcage two inches deep, "but when they just 
won't drop..." 


"I know what you mean," Squall agreed, flitting 
about and trying not to get skewered as she slowly turned 
her own enemy into slag. Lightning took much longer to 
have any effect on these than it did on any normal foe. 
"They melt way too slowly." 


"They're also bloody indestructible if you're not 
made for fighting!" Fizz yelped, sprinting down the hall with 
a clanking foe in pursuit. Squall risked a moment's 
inattention to fuse its knees solid, giving Fizz an easier time 
of escape. 


"| don't know about that," said Spark, who was 
making a variety of gestures at another suit. It might not 
have been bright, but it certainly seemed to get the idea the 
Mars Djinni was trying to get across. Lance ready, the armor 
clanked forward, thrust, and Spark twisted aside. Witha 
creaking sound like blowing up a metal bag and popping it, 
the knight buried its spearhead in an ally's back. The 
Skewered armor spun, swinging the first one into the wall 
and blocking the corridor from reinforcements. 


"Hey, good plan," Rime agreed. He performed a 
flying kick against one suit's leg, just to get attention, and 
then lured it in as Spark had done. He grinned, or would 
have if anyone knew where a Djinni's mouth is, as the lance 
bit firmly into stone. 


The grin faded quickly when the knight drew a 
broadsword with its other hand, and Rime noticed that his 
only escape route currently had a solidly placed lance in the 
middle of it. 


The newly freed Adepts, still weak, crept through 
the dungeons toward the surface with a cloud of Djinn and 
one very reluctant Lunpan tagging along. Bane justified the 
stealth by telling himself that yes, naturally they were going 
to get up there and wreak havoc despite their earlier 
defeat... just not quite yet. 


"And this is Ryan," said Balm, waving to the still- 
jittery young soldier. "He's simultaneously on the enemy's 
side and helping us, meaning that he has very trustingly put 
his life in our hands, since he'll be sure to get a very short 
trial if we lose or get caught, and the remainder of his life 
after the trial will be within the calculating ability of the 
fingers on one of Gust's hands." 


The Jupiter Djinn helpfully flapped up to eye 
height and showed off his total lack of arms. 


"I've already got the idea," Ryan said glumly. "I'm 
not even interested in this. Adavir just said everyone gets 
into the army or gets out of Lunpa. Not that anyone thought 
we could actually escape." 


"Who's Adavir?" asked Isaac, trying to see through 
the gloom. 


"Never heard the name," Crystal admitted, and the 
rest of the Djinn found interesting wall patches to study. 
Ryan gulped and forged on ahead. 


"Adavir's the one ruling Lunpa these days. He 
appeared months ago, took Donpa hostage to keep Dodonpa 
under control, and started us building the fortress. Once it 
was done, he put together the army. Said that there were a 
group of warriors out there who were planning to destroy 
Lunpa and he wanted to make sure we were ready to defend 
ourselves." 


"We weren't going to do anything until he started 
raiding towns," Jenna insisted. 


"And now what? Are you going to burn everything 
to the ground?" asked Ryan, defiantly. 


"No," said Felix. 


"Well, maybe this Adavir guy," Sheba amended. 
“How did he just walk in and take over an entire village, 
anyway?" 


"| told you, he took Donpa hostage. He doesn't 
admit it's a hostage thing, but anyone can see it if they want 


to," Ryan replied. 
"That's the part we're stuck on, | think," said Garet. 


"How can anyone take the leader of a village of 
thieves hostage without fighting them all first?" asked 
Picard. 


"He did. Can't you tell? He's got those same 
powers he warned us you do. Psynergy." 


"| really, really hate my life," Gasp observed. Not 
that Luff could hear him right now, having been knocked out 
cold for the second time in one day, but if the old Djinni was 
going to be dead weight that Gasp would have to save from 
becoming violet paste, then he'd listen to rants, too. 


"You too? We could start a club," Iron grumbled. 
Gasp just had to flutter above the reach of the malevolent 
armor, while Iron kept on having to dodge metal feet that 
remained heavy, even though there wasn't anything inside 
them. 


No one noticed as the blade descended towards 
Rime, although Rime himself gave the edge his full 
attention. It was probably instinct that saved him, but he 
liked to think that Mercury was watching out, too. Blue seals 
burned in the air and spiralled onto the armor, emblazoning 
themselves on the wide plates. The swinging arm froze. It 
fell to the floor with a clang, heralding a metallic avalanche 
as the rest of the suit fell apart. 


Eventually he remembered to start breathing 
again, around the point when his vision started to go black. 
"Wait a minute..." Rime realised. "What the Hail did | just 
do?" He had unleashed his Djinni power, like all the others 
had done so far, but it was just a Psynergy seal... 


When the torso plating collapsed, a single wooden 
stick was revealed. Rime cleared it from the metal, and saw 
cloth wrapped around one end- a torch, then, but it didn't 
look at all burnt. The Djinni unwrapped the strip of whitish 
fabric curiously, as if the battle raging around him was 
something that only happened to other people. 


A small purple crystal tumbled out. Rime knew it 
instantly. A fragment of Psynergy stone. 


A totally new concept was slowly growing in the 
Mercury Djinni's mind. For the first time in centuries, he was 
actually the most dangerous fighter in the battle. 


"Yagh!" Spark shouted as a battleaxe chopped the 
end of his flame-tail. "Ooh, oh, Spirits that hurts..." 


Rime might have been more aptly named 'Boil' at 
that moment. Most of the Djinn swore he was steaming as 
he leapt onto a pile of twisted metal and screamed "Tremble 
in your boots and fall to your knees before your oblivion, 
mortals!" 


"There's nothing in their boots, they don't have 
knees, and they're probably not mortal," Iron pointed out, 
but rather than become the first target, he put up a shield 
around Rime and ran for cover. He didn't get too far before 
discovering just how many suits of armor this enemy had 
collected. A new army of them were marching on the hall 
where Rime was now wreaking havoc. 


lron glanced back and checked how long it took for 
Rime to bring down a suit, and how many were still coming. 
The answer was a rather large 'we're going to be carpeting 
in about ten minutes'. They needed backup, somehow, and 
Iron was going to find it. 


"Oh, that would be it," Garet growled, leaning back 
against a rough wall. "I'm really starting to dislike Adepts." 


"You're an Adept. /m an Adept. We're all Adepts," 
Jenna reminded him, scowling. 


"You don't count," said quickly. This, like many 
other snap-corrections, was precisely the wrong thing to Say. 


"Don't count?!" she fumed, and it was only her lack 
of Psynergy that kept the capital off the word. 


"Leave him alone, he's been half dead for hours," 
Ivan insisted. 


"And now I'm hallucinating. The dwarf came to my 
defence," Garet joked. 


"Okay, he's an Adept, but what about this anti- 
Psynergy field?" asked Felix. All the Adepts turned on Ryan, 
who wished he could fit between the bricks in the wall. They 
didn't need awesome powers to glare like champions. 


"| don't really know. His core chamber is 
practically empty except for the torches. Actually, I've 
heard that he'll never let anyone put them out. Some 
people say they're guarded at night," Ryan volunteered. 


"Inside the chamber, is he capable of Psynergy?" 
asked Picard. 


Ryan shuddered. Yes, oh yes he was. Didn't they 
know? Couldn't they see why he was so scared of them? 
Couldn't they look through his eyes and see the memories 
inside his head, the roaring fires and smoke and shadows, 
the terror of Psynergy running wild? 


"...Yes," he breathed, because anything else would 
have been too much to stay calm. 


"Mars Adept," Mia decided. "He can use the 
torches to create a bubble of Psynergy inside the blocked 
field, and the field itself is probably from a fire somewhere 
else." 


"That's a talent | wouldn't mind," Jenna remarked. 


"You're already talented," Garet said smoothly, 
trying to make up lost ground. 


"Come on," Isaac groaned. "Do you see me and 
Mia gushing like that at a time like this?" 


"Of course not," Garet replied. 


“But we do know you just wait until none of us are 
looking," Jenna added. She didn't, but when Isaac turned as 
red as their missing Mars Djinn, she knew she was right on. 


"So, what are our chances of taking this guy?" 
asked Mia, looking around the group. "We've got no 
weaponry, no Psynergy, no Djinn, not a single thing in our 
favour except surprise and experience." 


"Let's go," said Garet, grinning. 


"Wait," said Sheba. "Bane, where are all the other 
Djinn? You still haven't said." 


"| was Starting to wonder if you'd ever get around 
to that. The rest of us are here, spread through the fortress, 
doing our parts and so forth. In fact, if Spring's done his job 
as well as | expect, your weapons and armor should have 
been found by now. If Luff's managed to get something 


right, we know where Adavir is, and everyone else is causing 
various types of chaos, which is second nature to all Djinn 
anyway,' he finished proudly. 


After a moment's silence, Picard asked, "What do 
you mean, second nature?" 


"I'll consider that remark the foolishness of youth," 
Bane replied icily. 


"Youth? What are you talking about? | am more 
than..." The Lemurian noticed that suddenly he had 
everyone's attention. "Never mind, my age is not 
important. We have to find the other Djinn or find and 
defeat Adavir. There are no other choices we could make 
now." 


"He's right," Isaac agreed. "Ryan, you seem 
sensible, but you're also a soldier. Mix those two together 
and lead us where you want to go the least, because I'm 
sure we'll find the Djinn when we get there." 


Ryan sighed and waved for them to follow him. 
Eventually, he couldn't help asking. "So what sort of pay 
scale do heroes have?" 


"Sometimes they credit you with saving the world," 
said Felix. "Got to be careful how you go about it, though." 


"Also, nothing with multiple heads is ever on your 
side," Jenna added. "Important tip." 


"And this is for all those times when | was helpless 
to do anything during the battle with Valukar," Rime told 
another armor-minion as he sealed it and watched the parts 
collapse. "And this is for all the times that the other Djinn 
got to help in the battle with Valukar, and this-" 


"I'm starting to worry about him," said Fizz. 


Hail shrugged. "Arr, he be finally findin' 'is inner 
pirate, that are all." 


"| do not have any sort of inner pirate," Fizz 
insisted. 


"Did | say ye did? Nay, ye healer types are na 
made fer real piratical stuff, but | knew right off that Rime 
were a natural. 'E's obsessed with vengeance, which are 
almost as good as treasure." 


"| resent that. | might not be naturally piratical, 
but I'd be as good at it as anyone else. Who says healers 
have to be one-dimensional?" 


"What're ye going ter do, take lessons?" asked 
Hail. 


A steel axe quietly introduced itself to the growing 
argument by cutting six inches into the floor between them, 
nearly hacking off Hail's tail. "Ye barnacular scum, Hail'll be 
havin' yer helm fer that!" she shouted, spinning and 
freezing its legs in place with an ice-water blast. 


"Hail... there's rather a lot more of them..." said 
Fizz, who could see around their attacker. 


"...How many are ye speakin' of?" asked Hail, who 
was a pirate, but couldn't always suppress her more cautious 
instincts. 


"Um... well, do pirates have a vernacular term for a 
hundred?" 


"Arr. That'd be 'a bleedin' army'," said Hail, slowly. 


"Ah. A few bleedin’ armies, possibly," Fizz 
reported. "How about a piratical way to retreat?" 


“Never come up." 
“Somehow I'm not surprised..." 


"Okay, who can take armor on, they're just metal, 
so lightning's good, but there's nothing to shock inside, so 
not so good, and ice won't do more than keep them in place, 
| either need really fast rusting powers or someone who can 
bash or just melt them right down- that's the way to go, 
melting, gotta find more Mars Djinn, where are they, can't 
be too far..." 


Iron chanted these thoughts and many others as 
he sprinted through the corridors, looking for backup to fight 
the growing forces of formerly decorative knights coming 
after them. He skidded to a halt at a crossroads, paused to 
pick a direction at random, but before he could move more 
than a step, a sound at the back of his mind caught his 
attention. 


It wasn't really a tune, it was more like the idea of 
a melody that he imagined he could hear. But when Iron ran 
back and leapt onto a windowsill, it grew a bit louder, and he 
realised its source. A Djinni, it had to be. No one else could 
play like that. And if it was, it had to be Fugue. And Fugue's 
power... 


"Fugue!" Iron shouted. "Fugue! You blasted Mars 
Djinni, /isten instead of just blaring away for a second!" 


"What do you want her to do?" asked Haze, who 
was swooping by. 


"Blare louder!" Iron called back. Haze, not 
bothering to wonder about the eccentricities of Venus Djinn, 
flapped back and dove to the Djinn gathered at the gate. 
Fugue didn't notice until Dew bounced off her head, and 
then Haze delivered the message. 


Uncertain at first, Fugue gathered all the power 
she could summon and played again. "Not going to do it," 
said Dew. "There has to be something missing, Fugue, 
you're just not going to get through like that." 


"What do you expect me to do?!" Fugue 
demanded. 


"| don't know. You're the musician," said Dew. "I'm 
just here to lead. | don't do much." 


Fugue thought fora moment. She had played as 
well as she could with the powers of the Djinn, but still 
couldn't pierce stone, and somewhere in there her friends 
were counting on this. What else was there to music except 
playing? It was ridiculous, it was impossible- 


It was obvious. 
She started again. 


"And this is for all the times those monsters used 
Psynergy attacks even after | sealed them because they 
were some kind of natural ability instead of actual casting!" 
The heaps were getting deeper. Rime was starting to hope 
he might manage to just barricade the hall off from more 
enemies, but no, they were breaking through just as fast. 


"Well... there are worse deaths," said Squall. "Of 
course, the last time | was in a fix like this, | got through just 
fine, because of the whole immortality thing. How about 


you, Shine? You know more about death, don't you? What's 
it like?" 


"It's precisely the sort of thing | don't want to talk 
about," Shine replied. Squall waited, knowing she was more 
patient. "...1 don't actually know, of course... but what I do 
know wasn't so bad, | guess." 


"That's good," said Forge. "I'd hate to think the 
end of my existence might be unpleasant." 


"Does anyone else hear that?" asked Mold. 
"Hear what?" 


"l'm not sure. It's sort of like... Well, there's 
something Djinni about it, but it sounds more like... 
singing..." said Mold, uncertainly. A red spark floated past 
him, and then a few more. 


Fugue's voice, powered by her natural powers, 
rippled through the stone and echoed through halls, a 
victorious ballad without words that struck the ever- 
marching knights as hard as cannonfire. Music flooded them 
all, and -first slowly, then in groups- the suits collapsed ina 
clattering crescendo of metal. 


"Wow," said a voice, when all was quiet again. 
Geode emerged from an armor dune. "And | didn't even get 
a chance to hit 'em. Good thing you warned us, eh Squall? 
You guys want me to take down that door over there? Mold? 
Shine? Hello?" 


"Of course," said Shine, clearing his throat, "there's 
always the last-minute rescue. Now, who says we finish this 
ordeal and get back home?" 


"It's about time!" 

"This guy is toast." 

"Hopefully no more rescues will be needed..." 
"Arr!" 

"Fizz, it's just not you." 


"Whatever." 


*Chapter 10*: Bane of Existence 


Chapter Ten: Bane of Existence 


Dew watched the man impassively. By careful 
manipulation and through the considerable advantage of 
not caring what sorts of obstacles her passenger met with on 
the way down, Waft had managed to get one of the blastbow 
Snipers to ground level, and had brought the weapon, too. 
Flower and Granite were looking it over right now, and Dew 
was met with an odd decision. She'd never had to deal with 
prisoners before. 


"| never knew, | Swear it, | never would have shot 
lan," said the man. 


"Bit strange that a pacifist would be part of 
something so elite as to be trusted with weapons like these," 
Dew remarked coldly. She could do cold easily, and it was 
easy cover for her uncertainty. 


"I'm a good shot, that's all. They told us we were 
just going to keep people out. If | had known I would have 
shot Harren first, never-" 


"Never say never again," Dew ordered him. 
"I ne... | didn't mean for it to happen!" 


"And you think that's enough for mercy, do you?" 
asked Dew, evenly. 


"W-what are you going to do to me?" he 
stammered. 


"Well, there's a bit of disagreement on that, but | 
can guarantee it won't be pleasant. | was thinking start with 
the noose principle, but instead around your feet. We'd 
anchor it at the top of the wall, throw you over and let you 
aim for a window, maybe," Fury suggested. 


"But... but..." 


"What do you think, Dew?" asked Serac. "Get rid 
of him now? He won't be the only one not to survive this 
day, I'd bet. ...Plus lan, of course." 


Dew stared the prisoner down- not that it was hard, 
since he was crouched already. The sniper looked up at her, 
and she was almost surprised by the very real terror in his 
face. "lan was like a grandfather to me..." 


Granafather? Dew looked closer, at the features 
hidden under a helmet, and realised that 'man' was pushing 
the definition. This soldier was young, practically a kid. All 
humans, short-lived as they were, might as well have been 
kids compared to Djinn, but it still came as a surprise. 


Kid or not, lan wouldn't have wanted anyone to die 
for him. Even the one who had fired the shot, this Harren 
person. Dew looked at the wound on the sniper's shoulder. 
"That's a nasty gash." 


"Crenulations will do that to a person," Waft 
agreed, and perhaps she had noticed the change in Dew's 
attitude, because she sounded a bit ashamed. 


"Right," said Dew. "Get this man to the sanctum, 
patch up his arm, and then get him working on a plan to 
remove all pointy parts of the fortress. The thing looks like a 
cross between a wedding cake and a sea urchin, for 
Mercury's sake." 


",..Aye, Cap'n," said Tonic, after only a moment's 
pause. "Oi, you two." 


He was looking at a couple of people at the edge of 
the villager crowd, most of whom were rather confused at 
this point. They had walked all of a couple hundred feet, 
lain siege to their own castle, and then not moved for a few 
hours. Things had been happening, and when lan was shot 
there had been some excitement, but mostly they had been 
told to sit tight and wait for the little blue frog-crab creature 
to tell them to charge. It was like the kind of dream that 
results from pineapple chili. 


"Us?" a woman repeated. 


"No, just a couple of people who look like you. Yes, 
you, get this kid here bandaged, and then get back quick. 
It's time to do something, I'm sure," said Tonic, glancing 
back at Dew. 


"| hope so," she agreed. "Once that gate-" 
Clongk! 


It was a sound that Dew had been waiting to hear 
for too long in her opinion. Flint's stone-cutter attack 
hacked through the last of the locks and hinges and 
whatever else the Lunpan soldiers were using to seal 
themselves inside the fortress, safe from most attacks. 


"At last those bars are gone. Things are near- 
inflammable," Char grumbled, leaning against the charred 
stone. 


"Inflammable means you can set it on fire," Fugue 
pointed out croakily, her throat sore after her singing 
performance. She hardly noticed the broken gate; her 


thoughts were still more on whatever Djinn had needed that 
music, and hoping that they were all right. 


"Flammable, then," Char amended. 


“Also means you can set it on fire," Fury remarked 
cheerfully. 


"The bloody things won't burn, all right?!" Char 
snapped, but breathed out a sparky sigh and calmed back 
down. "Now what, Dew? We've been waiting long enough, 
are we going to go in fighting and rip the place apart, or 
what?" 


The realisation was still washing over Dew that if 
she really was leading in lan's place, she should try to follow 
his ideals, too. Even when Adavir took over, lan had been 
content to slide into the anonymity of the village and take 
care of the people. They were really what this was all about. 


"No," Dew decided. "It's important that they're 
here, to do what they have to do, but they don't have to do 
this. We can do it instead, and probably save lives while 
we're at it. Theirs and the soldiers, because the soldiers are 
them too, just the ones that were picked out of the crowd 
and put in armor and told that they could only trust 
themselves." 


"Oh, no," said Tonic. "Dew! Dew, snap out of it, 
you're going like Bane and Luff and Crystal and Spring. No 
more philosophy today or you're going to end up a leader 
and you might never shake it off." 


She laughed and looked over at him. "Right. It 
was just a phase anyway. Let's kick the hell out of some 
bad-guy-Adept tail, guys. ...Softly." Dew grinned, though 
with Djinn it's hard to tell. "But not too softly." 


"Bloody hellfire," Tinder sputtered, and ducked 
back around the corner. The wall opposite the Djinn seemed 
to burst like parts of it had been made from popcorn, and 
stone dust floated down to the floor. 


"What in Jupiter's name was that?" demanded 
Gale. 


"Looks like those guys we helped deal with outside 
weren't the only ones with blastbows," Tinder reported. 


"Oh, great," Steam muttered. "Look, the part 
about letting you Jupiter Djinn fly us up through the 
windows, that | got, and how we were going to come at the 
throne room and hit that Adavir guy from an unexpected 
angle, that make good tactical sense, but where does 
getting repeatedly ventilated come into this?" 


"| didn't plan for more of these things. Dew's 
buddy back there, lan, he didn't even know about the 
Snipers, so | figured there couldn't be too many of them or 
someone would have found out," Gale replied. He glared at 
Steam, who wasn't impressed. "It was sound reasoning!" 


"Sounds deafening, actually," Ground said. "Look, 
last stands aren't bad, but this is just a boring old corner. 
Can't we get them to meet us in the great hall or 
something?" 


"Why would we go to meet them somewhere 
else?!" asked Gale, baffled. 


"We wouldn't. | just meant we'd get them to go," 
she replied. 


"Most people don't have your sense of drama, 
Ground," said Reflux. "Because they're sane." 


"Plan," Fever stated, waving his tail to catch their 
attention. 


"We know, Fever, we know. 'Run up and burn 
them.' Usually it doesn't work, and especially not right now, 
unless you want to go under the planet and come around 
from the other side," said Gale. 


"No, | mean a good plan. One that involves no one 
dying. Probably not even them." The other Djinn were 
silent. Fever was speaking in complete sentences that 
didn't involve random obliteration. There were only two 
explanations. Either he had completely worked out all of his 
fighting desires in the previous battles, or combat had 
driven him completely insane, and since the starting Djinni 
had been Fever, insanity looked like 'normal'’. 


Adavir's secondary sniper team was better- 
disciplined than the ones he had dispatched to break the 
siege, and less likely to fail miserably, too, but even they 
were starting to wonder. After the first wave of shots sent 
the little red thing into hiding, they had just been listening 
to frantic whispering. A moment ago, something red-brown 
had oozed around the corner following a sort of sparkling 
sound- sound couldn't sparkle, they knew, but it had. 


"This is absolutely degrading," one voice declared, 
and a... thing walked around the corner, into firing range. It 
seemed to be a wavering mud creature, or what would be 
left if you splashed something with mud and then took away 
the thing that had been splashed. It was also glowing red. 


"Sir?" asked one sniper, uncertainly. 


"I'm sure as hell not taking any chances!" 


"It's good to know someone isn't. | bet this hurts," 
said the mud. 


"Fire!" the captain shouted, and a chorus of 
explosions rang out. Every single bullet hit its mark, 
splattering red-brown mud in all directions. 


Underneath the earthy veil, which was just there to 
show the soldiers where Reflux was after Haze's protection 
was put on her, the bullets struck, bounced harmlessly 
away, and the Mars Djinni's power reacted. Red light swirled 
around her, and a counterattacking wave of energy bolts 
filled the hall. The ones who weren't taken down by the first 
wave were dropped when they tried firing again. 


"Okay, so it worked," said Reflux. "That doesn't 
make it any less digusting." 


"C'mere," Sleet offered. "I'll wash you off." 


"Agh! Not Mercury too! The others were bad 
enough -no ice, no water, not even high humidity!" 


"Stop whining," said Gale, who was secretly very, 
very happy that Reflux was the counterattacker, not her. 
"We've just earned ourselves a shortcut. Can't you burn that 
off, or something?" 


"Mud doesn't burn," said Mud. 


",..[t doesn't?" asked Reflux. "Oh. Well, then, | 
think I'm ceramic." The others turned to see the Mars Djinni, 
who was now plated in a warmly-coloured terra cotta clay. 


"Think of it as armor," Steam suggested. 


"Or penance," Sap added. 


"I'm looking forward to not having to have a body 
all the time," Reflux grumbled, following the others past the 
unconscious snipers. She kicked a few as she passed, and 
tried to break up some of the more awkward chunks, but it 
didn't really help. "Grind, that's what | need." 


"Or Burst," said Spritz, helpfully. "Force, if it comes 
to it. Maybe Pound, too. Oh, wait!" 


"All at once?" Reflux predicted. 
",.. How'd you know?" 


"Or just ask Fever. He'll probably get it all off in 
three seconds with a foot of twine and a milk jug," Sap 
remarked. "Maybe we've just never given him the right 
sorts of questions before." 


"You mean... how to take out a hallwayful of 
Snipers with three non-directly-attacking Djinn?" said Sleet. 


"Yeah. Maybe we should have him work on getting 
Garet's room clean when we get back to Vale," mused the 
Venus Djinni. 


"What would he have to work with?" 
"Garet." 


"Oh, come on. You can't stack everything against 
him." 


Gale was ignoring all outside distractions, leading 
the way through crossing and turning corridors that all 
looked exactly the same. Either it was intentional, to throw 
off intruders, or someone had found the world's most boring 


architect to design this fortress. But then she turned a 
corner and some very welcome features appeared. 


"It almost looks like art," said Mold. 


"Arr, if it are not worth stealin' an’ linin' the hulls 
wi' fer buryin' or sinkin' elsewhere, ye canna in'trest a 
pirate,” Hail replied. 


"Well, there is some valuable art in the world," said 
Fizz. "But I'd have to say that piles of disjointed armor 
plates were more modern than old pirate-style treasure." 


"Avast! Ye're wastin' me time wi' metal when there 
are a villain ter explain the 'cut' half o' 'cutlass' to, over an' 
o'er again!" Hail roared. 


"I'm not going to rush in without some 
reinforcements- Gale! Just in time!" Luff called, happy to see 
a fellow senior-Jupiter-Djinni. You would be too, if there were 
fewer than a half dozen of your kind on the planet. 


"Just in time to be the reinforcements to the 
doomed warriors, you mean?" asked Gale. 


"Precisely," Geode agreed. 


"You see..." Mold explained, "that's the throne 
room down there." All two dozen Djinn pivoted to see the 
large wooden doors. They weren't ornamented or even very 
imposing, but something had been done with them, very 
carefully, to suggest that the last person who decided to 
open something similar to these doors was named Pandora, 
and she had made the wrong choice. 


"Adavir," Kite snarled. 


"Who?" asked Forge. 


"The Mars Adept who started this whole business," 
Haze explained. 


"Oh. Yeah, like Hail said. The bad guy," Forge 
agreed. 


"Adept?" Luff repeated. 


"Adept?" Rime perked up. They looked at each 
other. 


“Two in one day!" the Psynergy-sealing Djinn 
shouted triumphantly. 


“About bloody time we were done here," said 
Spark. 


"Geode!" called Luff. 
"Here," Geode answered, saluting with his tail. 
"Knock and see who's home." 


"This has been the longest day of my life," Felix 
decided as the Adepts finally reached ground level. The 
tunnels didn't look much better, but there were windows 
with orange sunlight shining through in dusty shafts. "Very, 
very, very long. Remember Air's Rock?" 


Jenna shuddered. "Oh yes." 


"That was about fifteen minutes relative to today," 
the Venus Adept explained. 


"At least you didn't lose the power to read minds," 
Ivan grumbled. "It's worse than going blind." 


"| didn't start with it," Felix protested. 

"Exactly my point," Ivan countered. 

"That's not even logic. I'm not sure it's human." 
"| take offence," said Bane. 


"Take all the fence you want, I'd settle for just 
knowing where our weapons are," said Isaac. 


"I'm looking for them. Somewhere in this infernal 
castle, Spring's group should have been looking for the 
treasury and found your weapons by now. But if they're 
looking for us and we're looking for them, it could be 
morning before you're armed again," Bane explained. 


Everyone looked at Isaac, who was faced with yet 
another tough decision. They would be in serious trouble if 
they tried to do anything without weapons or Psynergy, but 
if they waited to find Spring and their gear, it could be too 
late to make a difference. 


"Know where you are?" he asked Ryan. 
"Yes," the soldier replied. 


"Take us to Adavir," Isaac commanded. The others 
nodded, just slightly, just enough to take some of the 
burden off Isaac's shoulders. This would not be a good fight. 


"No, l- hold on, it's around here somewhere - you 
really shouldn't do that if you're going to try going up those 
- watch that edge there, it's - run for it!" 


When the clattering of metal had ended and all 
Djinn had been accounted for as a dozen intact creatures, 


Torch led them out from hiding around the corner. "Right. | 
think we're going to want a plan if we're going to try 
carrying broadswords up stairs. And no more shield-surfing." 


Dew led her team of Djinn through surprisingly 
empty halls, past abandoned rooms, and a kitchen that 
appeared to have been the decisive battleground for at least 
four major wars in the last week. Occasionally they saw a 
Lunpan soldier in the distance, but not for long- they were 
running, and not at all interested in fending off intruders. At 
one point, they found a hallway that might have once been 
lined with suits of armor, but now looked like blacksmith's 
back yard. 


"No marks anywhere," Flower observed. "This 
wasn't a battleground." 


"And this thing," said Serac, picking something like 
an unburnt torch out from between a few plates with his 
tail. "There's a Psynergy crystal wrapped up in that fabric at 
the top, and it's danged hot, too." 


"Adavir's playing with Psynergy, blocking it off and 
projecting it and who knows what else," Breath realised. "... 
And among the Djinn closest to facing him are Fever, Squall, 
Hail, and Geode..." 


"So no one in those groups will have much time for 
rational thought in the near future," Waft continued. 
"Whereas anyone who can invent torches that project 
bubbles of Psynergy inside space where they've already 
blocked Psynergy is going to be somewhere in the insane 
genius category." 


"I think we should be moving faster," Serac told 
Dew. 


Several loud chopping sounds echoed off the walls 
as dust floated down from the ceiling. The Djinn turned in 
time to see Flint jump, bounce off the wall, and hack at the 
ceiling several more times, cutting out a few larger chunks. 
"/ think we should be moving in a straight line," he 
explained. 


"Aren't you guys kinda overreacting?" asked Char. 


"You're young," Granite remarked, "so | suppose 
it's understandable that you don't know everything." Her 
tone made it clear that while it was understandable, she 
certainly didn't approve of a Djinni not knowing everything. 
"But in any case when Fever's leading the charge, it's 
important to get there and throw a bucket of water over 
him. Sometimes metaphorically, sometimes not." 


Gravel rained around and occasionally onto Char 
as she considered this. "How do you know Fever's leading 
the charge?" 


Granite looked surprised. "He's in the room and 
conscious. What else do you need to know?" 


Flint carved through several ceilings, aided by 
Char when they were sure of not blasting the floor above 
with red-hot stone shrapnel, until the Djinn finally reached 
the proper floor. 


"Never want to do that again," said Flint, chopping 
away one last time. They got through just in time to see the 
world fall on their heads. 


A short time before this, Geode finished knocking 
on the door, and two dozen elemental creatures stampeded 
into Adavir's throne room. The chamber was sparsely 
decorated, but managed to look twice as ornamental as 


most parts of the Elemental Lighthouses. A high arched 
ceiling curved down to either side of a long hall that rose up 
a low line of stairs at the end. In the middle of the raised 
portion was a throne, tall, cushioned in Mars-Djinni-red and 
edged in gold. 


The Djinn noticed all of this, in a roundabout way, 
but mostly they noticed the man standing in front of the 
throne, looking like any normal person kept waiting at an 
agreed-upon meeting spot. 


"You're here," Adavir stated, and seemed to think 
this summed everything up. He was much younger than 
Luff had expected, but just old enough to command respect, 
and projected the aura of confidence that the Jupiter Djinni 
had seen in all major combatants in the conflict of good and 
evil. "I hadn't expected you, | confess. The result that 
seemed most likely to me was that you would simply be 
eradicated when your Adepts entered the null space. That 
would have been quite a neat disposal, too." 


Well, that settled which side he was on in said 
eternal conflict of the absolutes. 


"Speaking of the Adepts, where have you got 
them?" Squall demanded. 


"Did | do something to indicate that | was one of 
those people who answers all of their opponent's questions 
for no obvious reason? | don't care much for gloating, 
really," he replied evenly. 


"None of the modern villains hold onto the old 
ways anymore," Luff muttered. "A few millennia ago, villains 
practically read you their plan just to make you feel more at 
home in their fortress of terror." 


"Hold on," said Tinder, "if you don't care for 
gloating, but you're bragging about caring about gloating, 
shouldn't you vanish in a puff of impossibility?" 


Adavir clapped twice, and the Djinn were suddenly 
very aware of rows of archer windows snapping open along 
the walls. The chorus of clicks was followed by a short flurry 
of activity, and the ends of metal tubes were pushed up 
against the spaces, like scorpions lying in wait. 


"How many of those blastbows did you make?" 
Gale asked, exasperated. "I thought we had dealt with them 
all already!" 


"Hmm... 'blastbows'... a good name for them. 
Thank you, | had been having trouble there." The Djinn 
waited for a tense moment, but nothing more happened. 


"| think he was serious about not telling us 
anything," Sleet remarked. 


"Just wait, he'll crack," Fizz assured him. 


Adavir flexed his fingers and torches lit around the 
room in various colours, though mostly the usual red-gold of 
pure flame. "However, since more of your tiny upstart 
brethren are approaching..." He frowned, as though 
surprised by something. "I shouldn't have said that. 
Perhaps it's a side-effect of being the one with all the 
power." 


"And having an ego that could sink ships," Rime 
added. 


"Now you're trying to goad me. To Mercury with 
that," Adavir decided, and clapped twice. A flurry of 
blastbow fire spread from the walls, bouncing off of Iron and 


Steam's quickly placed shields. "Oh, yes, your Djinni 
powers. Truly bizarre, that. Nevertheless..." The Mars Adept 
reached out like a conductor beginning a symphony, and in 
brackets along the walls more flames rose up. The throne 
room felt like an oven, and with some surprise, Iron and 
Steam's powers failed as soon as the torches lit. 


"Brilliant!" said Luff, grinning at the two younger 
Djinn, as the entire horde of them released their newly- 
available Psynergy on the walls. Lightning blasts, raging 
fires, and savage ice storms lashed at the archer slots while 
the walls themselves began to crack and crumble. 


Adavir had the luck (whether it was good or bad 
was debateable) to have an incredibly expressive face. His 
eyebrows alone were currently projecting the sort of 
sentiment it would take a shipful of drunken sailors an hour 
to accomplish. He selected a pair of torches, extinguished 
all the others that were affecting Psynergy, and rolled his 
hands swiftly through the air, manipulating the forces in the 
room as quickly as he could cast his own unusual Psynergy. 


The blastbow archers weren't likely to be able to 
fire through the debris now piled against either wall, but the 
Psynergy in the room switching on and off in chaotic waves 
was having the same effect on the minds of the Djinn asa 
rhinoceros does on wet clay. Unfortunately, clay can only 
really be stomped once, and then there's not much left to do 
to it. This happened over and over again. 


"You can't... keep this up... forever..." Gasp 
gasped, trying fruitlessly to use any of his powers. "And 
when... you slip... you're mine..." 


"Spark!" shouted Rime as the Mars Djinni yelped 
and collapsed, hopefully only unconscious. 


"| don't have to keep it up forever," said Adavir, 
flailing madly as he spread the switching tactics to another 
pair of torches. The Djinn were practically blurring, so great 
was the strain. "Just too long for you to survive." 


"Really? That's great," said a voice, the only one in 
the room that sounded totally unconcerned. Adavir turned 
his head slightly, and saw Fever sitting on the top of the 
throne. "What's your backup plan?" The Mars Djinni, to 
whom absolute chaos was simply a way of life, sorung like a 
cat and kicked like a Xianese master. 


Adavir shouted in fury as the small foot 
connected. Fever wasn't all that massive, but Djinn don't 
obey the same laws of physics as regular people, and it 
wasn't as similar to a foot as it was to a firebrand. As he hit 
the floor, Adavir slapped one hand down and sent flames 
rolling in at the main cluster of Djinn like the surf rolling in. 


"Eventually," he growled, picking Fever up by the 
neck, "you're going to have to realise that | will not play 
your games the way regular opponents do. | think. I've 
created weapons that let a regular person slay an Adept 
from a hundred feet away. | seal your powers more 
thoroughly than any force you've ever met before. | cannot 
be defeated by ordinary means." 


Realising that he had forgotten something, Adavir 
turned his glare from the struggling Djinni, whose fiery 
nature couldn't harm a Mars Adept, to the wider part of the 
room. It was a swirling mass of water, the result of Tornado 
and Drench Psynergies temporarily putting aside their 
differences for the common good of looking really cool. It 
was fighting the firewash, too, and winning. 


"You idiot, we don't use ordinary means," Fever 
explained scathingly. 


Adavir growled again, hurled Fever with 
concussive force into the floor, and projected an aura wall 
much like Flash's Djinni power. The difference, in this case, 
was that he extended it from one wall to the other, between 
himself and the throne room door, and pushed. A moment 
later, it was a few inches from the far wall, and only that far 
because there were Djinn in the way. The Adept focused his 
power on one of the extinguished torches, which ignited 
again. There was enough power in it to keep the wall solid 
for an hour at least, letting Adavir focus on other matters. 


"This is not exactly what | was hoping for," Gale 
muttered, peeking out from behind a ruined pillar that had 
shielded her from the oncoming wall. Across the room, she 
saw that Geode had managed the same thing, but unlike 
her, he saw it as an opportunity for heroism. Young 
elemental creatures these days. 


"Wait until he turns his back," Gale hissed to 
Geode. 


"Prepare for your reckoning, dastard!" 


“Bloody Venus Djinn don't have any sense!" she 
muttered, dashing out to back him up. Adavir noticed them 
instantly -people in comas noticed Geode in full charge in 
less than ten seconds- and moved quickly. He was 
deceptively fast, slipping between Geode's Spire attack and 
Gale's Flash Bolt, then turned as he passed them, hit them 
with a disorienting wave of null Psynergy, and followed it 
with a pair of Fireballs. 


"Why you..." Geode snarled, but his attempt at 
Mother Gaia was disrupted by another flaring torch. Not 


easily dissuaded, Geode harnessed his Djinni power. Every 
surface in the room glowed, and then the light peeled away 
and pulled together into a glowing sphere, as though space 
had been wrapped around a tiny world. 


"Never want to do that again," said Flint, emerging 
from a newly-cut hole in the floor. Adavir heard the voice, 
sidestepped, and Geode's earth-orb crashed down on the 
rising reinforcements. 


"What in blazes?!" Dew shouted, which is fairly 
severe for a Mercury Djinni. 


"Adavir's turned the other Djinn against us!" Char 
yelped. 


"No, just bad aim!" Gale called back, taking flight 
to avoid a fireball. The Mars Adept was slicing the room with 
the anti-Psynergy fields from his torches, keeping power 
around himself while limiting the Djinn to their natural 
abilities. It had to be taking incredible concentration, but 
before she could think of a way to manipulate that toward 
victory, a Nova rocked her back down to the floor. 


"Fugue, up here!" Dew ordered when she managed 
to get through the hole. "One more target for a good aria 
and that'll be the day's work." 


"Fugue..." Adavir muttered, bringing up a mental 
list of Mars Djinn and recalling what he knew about that 
one. The ruler of Lunpa smiled as a new plan unfolded 
before him. The universe did seem to follow some 
conventions, he had found, and one of them was that there's 
always another trick to be played. 


Breath carried Fugue up from the floor below and 
then dove back down again, content to leave this to more 


suitable Djinn until the room was less like the inside of a 
volcano. Fugue tried to ignore the raging inferno of 
Psynergy and the slightly crazed look on Adavir's face while 
she summoned her innate power one more time. 


A mighty chord echoed in the high-arched hall, 
crimson notes flowed toward Adavir like well-organised 
lava... and reflected off a shining firewall at the same time 
four more torches erupted, pushing the active-Psynergy 
bubble to encompass the entire throne room. The natural 
powers of the Djinn were sealed away just in time for 
Fugue's blast to drain their Psynergy reserves as well. 


"Does anyone else think this is just disgusting?" 
asked Flint. "I think it's disgusting." 


"There," Adavir wheezed. "It's about time. Now, 
can you all just be good little Djinn and burn little you're 
supposed to?" 


"That depends," said Dew, still defiant and 
searching madly fora plan. "Can you raise the temperature 
of this fortress to something like the core of a star?" 


Adavir's eyes flashed. The Djinn might have been 
driving him to insanity, or it had been there all along and 
they were just good at digging out people's deeper 
personalities. "I can try," he replied, grinning. "Supernova!" 


*Chapter 11*: Unleash the Fury of the 

Djinn 

Chapter Eleven: Unleash the Fury of the Djinn 
"What is this?" Salt asked. "Kraden's lab is tidier." 


"It looks like this is where they store the spare 
plumbing parts," Eddy added. He had a point; the room 
Torch's dozen Djinn had entered was mostly filled with long 
metal pipes, although there were tools hanging on the walls 
that no plumber would ever dream of inventing, and rather a 
lot of other components scattered around the room that 
didn't look like they had anything to do with controlling the 
flow of water. 


"| don't think so..." Breeze said slowly. "I'm pretty 
sure | Saw some of this powder on the floor here in Kraden's 
workshop for a second or two last year." 


"Only a second or two?" asked Core. 
"Yeah. Then it exploded." 


"Get back!" Torch snapped at Coal and Core. 
"Whoever was working in this room left in a hurry, which 
either means they were needed desperately to weld 
something or there was trouble on the way, which means 
Djinn. We've got to be close." 


"Hold on," Whorl called, flapping by the wall. "This 
looks a lot like a diagram stuck up here... good lord... this is 
one devil of a weapon they designed... look, you just pull 
this bit here and it swings the hammer and a little explosion 
fires a metal thing out of here, like a blowgun with fire or 


something..." Whorl noticed no one was paying attention to 
him. 


"Echo, are you out of your mind?" Torch 
demanded. The Venus Djinni was sitting on top of a pile of 
the metal pipes, doing something Whorl couldn't see from 
his position. 


"No, just hungry." 
"Djinn do not eat iron!" Torch stated. 
"Djinn don't eat," Chill added. 


"Well, | don't know about you, but I've been mortal 
for the past few hours and I've discovered just how 
important meals can be, and I'm quite attached to the 
earthy things," Echo replied. Metal creaked, and Whorl 
realised in the near-darkness that he was chewing on one of 
the pipes. 


“Torch, this is a weapons storeroom. No harm in 
letting him munch a few, if it doesn't kill him, because that's 
what these would do if they were used right. Or wrong. In 
both senses of the word." No one blinked, and Whorl 
suspected this wasn't just because Djinn don't have eyelids. 
"Just let him go." 


It was Serac's considered opinion that Adavir had 
completely, utterly, and without any reservations lost it, if 
indeed he had ever had it, and the chances were good that 
wherever it was he had lost it, it was now floating out to the 
Great Eastern Sea, where it would sink to the ocean floor. 


Fiery shockwaves ravaged the room, blackening 
the walls and setting what was left of the carpet ablaze. He 
was also hurling more of his imprisoning firewalls around the 


room, sealing Djinn wherever possible and letting powered 
torches keep them trapped. The most were still caught 
between the first massive fire-power wave the far wall, 
where the door had also been sealed off to prevent escape. 


Having Psynergy back wasn't doing them any good 
in fighting Adavir, but at least the Djinn were much harder 
to hurt now that the source of their life was open to them 
again. A Djinni with Psynergy was as close to immortal as 
creatures on Weyard got. 


"Isn't there any way we can fight back?" Char 
roared as she dodged behind the stump of a pillar to avoid 
another volley of fireballs. 


"Yes and no," Geode replied, focusing closely on 
Adavir's motions. 


"What's that mean?" Char demanded. 


"It means yes," said Geode, using his shovel- 
shaped tail to hurl a chunk of stone at the Mars Adept- only 
to have it blown apart before impact. "...And no." 


"If we could just get him to create one of those 
null-Psynergy torches and douse all the rest..." Gale 
muttered, swooping as deftly as any Jupiter Djinni ever had 
in order to avoid the chaotic blasts that Adavir was 
unleashing at will. 


"Oh, yes, that's very likely, shall | ask him nicely?" 
Dew snapped, waiting in the slight protection of the ruins 
beside Char and several others. "Why am I even here?" 


"Right now," said Flint, morosely, "you're as much 
use in battle as any of us." 


"We can always hope he'll bring the room down on 
himself," Waft suggested as another Dragon Cloud missed 
Gale and blasted apart one of the chamber's few surviving 
pillars. 


"At this rate he's more likely to topple the entire 
fortress," Breath remarked. 


"There's got to be a better plan than just waiting 
around here for that pyromaniac to run out of firepower, 
because | don't think he's going to!" Tonic growled. "So if 
we can just-" 


"Plan," Dew stated. 
"Exactly," Tonic agreed. 


"No, | mean I've got one," said Dew, sounding 
Slightly faraway. "Yes... | think lan would have liked it, too... 
I'm guessing, but if anything could work..." 


"Does everyone have to keep their secret plans 
secret, or is it a preference thing?!" Lull barked. 


“Thanks for volunteering!" said Dew brightly. "And 
I'm not going to talk about it where our mortal nemesis can 
overhear, so just help me with this thing and we'll get 


going." 


"Dew, that's one of Adavir's torches," said Lull, 
eyeing the object Dew had just grabbed with her tail. 


"Delicious irony, too," Dew agreed, and with a little 
reluctance the Jupiter Djinni fluttered up to take hold of it 
from the top, as it hadn't yet been lit. 


"Where are we going?" asked Lull, conversationally. 


Dew nodded to the other hiding Djinn in a way that 
said Distraction, please in a universal language, and they 
charged out of the minor haven like a multi-coloured 
avalanche, only louder. "Down, up, and around," Dew 
replied, and raced for the hole in the floor. They dropped 
through and Dew didn't let the impact shake her. With Lull's 
aid, they raced down the hall and further, searching for 
stairs back up to the throne level. It was a million-to-one 
chance, and everyone knows those always work. 


"Something tells me that this plan isn't nearly as 
safe as it seems," Eddy remarked. 


"It seems safe?" Core repeated. "Wow, you've got 
no idea what we're doing, do you?" 


"Not really," Eddy admitted. "The part about 
coming back down to this room | get." He glanced 
apprehensively at the wide dish that had once held a 
massive fire, the one that had been blocking all their 
Psynergy. "But why you're packing bags into the hole in 
the wall, | don't know." 


"It's a bit late to be trying to stop the flow of 
water,” Vine agreed. "Partly because there isn't much of one 
now, and partly because this floor's flooded already." 


"It's not like we're going to be able to fix things," 
Eddy continued. 


"You'd be surprised how good Mars power can be at 
fixing things, Eddy," Torch remarked, checking the line that 
hung out of their sack-barricade to make sure it didn't fall 
into the water. 


"And the stuff we carried out of the weapons 
storeroom?" Breeze asked. 


Satisfied, Torch turned to smile in a terrifying way 
at the few other Djinn in the room. "Let's just say that 
there's a very good reason most of the others refused to 
come in here, although it's just as well that they're 
preparing a couple more hallways above us." 


"Why can't you say more than that?" Vine asked. 


“Because we've got to run very fast now," said 
Torch, focusing. The end of the cord flared and started 
burning its way up to the bursting-full bags of black powder. 


Eddy grinned in comprehension. "Oh, | get it-" 


Torch hit him at a run and kept sprinting, Mercury 
Djinn in tow. "Now as in now!" 


The shocks rolled up through the entire fortress, 
shaking shields, torches, and tapestries from the walls and 
rocking the battlements to bits on the highest turrets. Dew 
was thrown worse than she had been since Venus 
Lighthouse, and with her feet still gripping the tall torch- 
bracket, Lull was taken to the quaking floor as well. The 
glassed windows shattered. 


"What in Jupiter's mighty name was that?" Lull 
sputtered. 


"| don't know, but | hope it was one of our ideas," 
said Dew, rolling back to her feet. 


"| hate today," Lull remarked, taking hold of the 
torch again. 


"Almost over," Dew assured her. 


"As long as there are staircases to drag this thing 
up, it's not over enough." 


Isaac was lying on his back, wondering if the world 
had just coughed, when he noticed the chaotic clattering of 
metal striking stone over and over again coming from a 
hallway connected to the one Ryan was leading them down. 
It was hard not to notice it, since the cacophony lasted for at 
least a minute after the shaking stopped. The Adepts looked 
at each other in uncertainty- had they just heard a battalion 
of knights fall down a set of stairs, or something worse? 


“How hard - | mean, really - just how bloody hard 
can it possibly be for you lot to get a pile of Psynergy- 
strengthened gear from a treasure room to the main floor of 
a fortress?" 


"We passed the main floor, Spring." 
"Really?" 

"Yes! About twenty minutes ago!" 
"Quiet, Smog, l'm talking to Quartz." 


"Hello?" Garet called, and then looked around 
sheepishly. It seemed like a silly thing to say, but no one 
could think of anything better. 


"Hey, that sounded familiar." 
"I think it was your blaze-haired friend." 


"Garet!" Corona and Ember came rushing around 
the corner, dragging armaments with them and leapt into 
the Mars Adept's arms. "Where've you been?" 


"| see Bane managed to not get you killed." 
"Which is a good thing." 

"You've looked better." 

"You've looked less dead." 


"And we're including times when you needed 
Tinder fast or you would have been dead." 


“Except for one or two battles." 
"Like with Sentinel." 
"Anyway, good to see you again." 


"Can | keep your boots? They fit really well, or 
they would if they were twenty times smaller." 


By this time, the rest of the Djinn in Spring's group 
had emerged from the other hall, several of them dragging a 
sort of sled made from shield on which all their weapons and 
the rest of the equipment they had brought on this venture 
were piled. 


"It might not have the power it did," said Quartz, 
stepping up to Isaac with a longsword held reverently on her 
tail, "but the Sol Blade is yours again, Isaac." He grasped it 
carefully, feeling the perfection of form even without 
Psynergy rushing through its edge. 


"Ryan? This is the end, right?" asked Isaac, still a 
little mesmerized by the shining sword. 


"Yes it is," Ryan agreed, trying not to sound 
worried. 


Isaac looked at the others. Jenna and Picard 
looked like they had been reunited with old friends, the 
Tisiphone Edge and Mythril Blade back in their hands. Ivan, 
Sheba, and Mia held the Staves of the Fates at the ready, 
Felix was again the perfect image of dour and reluctant hero 
with Excalibur, and Garet, his old friend Garet, was ready 
and waiting to incinerate things with the Fire Brand (despite 
its plain look when not raging with unquenchable fire). It 
was time. 


"Show me the door we want," Isaac proclaimed. 


Ryan looked uncomfortable. "That one," he said, 
pointing to a door shielded with a sparkling red wall. What 
little heroic momentum Isaac had gathered deflated. 


"Unreal," Ivan muttered, poking it with Atropos' 
Rod and eliciting a spray of sparks. 


"That was one hell of a Nova he just cast!" Char 
roared, hunching over and trying to cover her horn-ears with 
her feet. 


"I don't think that was Adavir," Breath said slowly. 
She could feel another rumble now, more than aftershocks, 
and it was growing in strength. 


"Whatever it was, I'm just glad that he's staying by 
the throne instead of coming out into the room to scorch us 
at close range," said Geode. "Why do you suppose that is, 
anyway?" Geode peeked over a jagged block that had fallen 
from the arching ceiling. The Mars Adept still stood on the 
low dais at the far end of the hall, hurling fireballs at Gale. 
Realising that this was an opportunity to do something so 
selfless it bordered on psychotic and he was letting it go by, 
Geode leapt out into the blazing clear. 


"What on Weyard-?!" Gale snapped, seeing the 
Venus Djinni leave his cover. 


"Distracting him, same as you," Geode replied 
firmly. "Or maybe wearing him down. What are we doing, 
exactly?" 


"Wearing him down seems to be a losing strategy," 
Gale remarked as Adavir started a maniacally joyful Heat 
Juggle. "He's feeding off his own power. The power creates 
fire creates heat gives him power," she listed darkly. 


"Geode, | don't think you should be standing 
there," Breath called as the Venus Djinni began dodging and 
rolling to avoid incoming fire orbs. The shaking was really 
very noticeable now. 


"I know what I'm doing," he insisted. 
"No you don't!" Breath yelped. 
"Breath, don't distract-" 


The only comparison Gale could think to make - 
and she was the only one who could really say what it was 
like, being above the blast instead of in it- was to say that if 
Aqua Rock had exploded, it would have looked and felt a lot 
like the torrent in Adavir's throne room. Water burst through 
the first hole like a solar flare and blasted it further, until a 
long canyon was cut through the hall. 


The only aspect that could rival that sudden 
deluge was the steam as hundreds of torches were doused in 
a hissing storm. The room was thrown into darkness that 
remained until the final disastrous moment, when the 
damaged walls, floor, and ceiling began to give way. Light 
fell in through the broken roof, fragments of wall crumbled, 


and dust would have filled the air if not for being thoroughly 
soaked. 


Eventually the rumbling ended. Adavir, whose 
dais remained untouched by the wreckage, let flames 
encircled his hand, and raised it to search the ravaged 
room. Little of the floor was uncovered by splinters, shards, 
and blocks of stone that glistened with wetness in the dim 
light. The Djinn were nowhere to be seen. 


Adavir sighed. "That was worse than | 
anticipated," he murmured. 


"Worse?" as voice groaned. "You... make sound... 
like it's over." A shape was crawling on top of a smashed 
pillar. 


"Serac, aren't you? Yes, | think it is over. Unless 
the rest of your friends have survived this catastrophe." 
Adavir waved at the ruins with a satisfied smile. 


"Strange," Serac wheezed. "You sounded brighter 
before. Your fires are out. We might not be able to cast a 
thing, but we've got Psynergy. You think a ton of rock is 
going to kill a Djinni? Or do I have to define immortal for 
you?" 


"Nevertheless, they remain trapped," Adavir 
countered. "I can deal with them when | see fit." 


"Most of us," Gale corrected him, fluttering down 
from above. "And you've got to handle the two of us now. 
How long before we recharge enough to really start fighting 
back?" 


Someone knocked at a side door. Adavir gestured 
at it and the hinges burned red before flowing out of their 


sockets, letting the doors topple to the floor. A single soldier 
came through and saluted nervously, seeing the 
devastation. 


"Sir," he said. 


"Oh, good. Bring in the riflemen, would you?" he 
asked pleasantly, smiling like a snake. 


Dew and Lull staggered their way down the armor- 
strewn corridor to the far end, where the main entrance to 
Adavir's hall was blocked by a rockslide. Several Djinn were 
staring at the stone in frustration, wondering how to get 
back inside, but turned as the clattering of a torch 
approached. "Well," Dew said, "at least we already know 
walls don't stop it." 


"You haven't told me what itis yet," Lull muttered. 
"Spark!" Dew called. "Are you there?" 


"Here," said the Mars Djinni, still blinking away the 
shock of the blast. 


"| need you to do something... improbable," Dew 
said, and explained her idea. 


"There's no way that could work," said Spark flatly. 


"Not really... but if you can even get the tiniest 
fraction of it started, then that'll give you room for a little bit 
more, and you'll keep on building on your own power until 
we've got our own blaze." 


"That's insane," Squall commented. 


"Like Bane said- at the moment of destiny, no one 
cares," Dew countered. 


"I'm sold," Squall said, nodding. 


"All right..." said Spark. "But I'm not promising 
anythi-" 


What surprised him was how fast the process 
worked. Just as Dew said, Spark tried with all his might to 
use his Djinni power, though without one of Adavir's torches 
it shouldn't have been possible. And in some infinitesimal 
way, the Blaze of Glory began its flickering birth, because he 
was able to push a little further, which let him push further 
until a shaft of crimson-white light was shining on the 
bracket and red angel's feathers swirled onto it before rising 
up as ared-gold beacon. 


Even Dew was ready to treasure this fire. 


"There's a problem with the riflemen, sir," said the 
soldier, still standing at attention. 


"What?" Adavir demanded. "The rifles are gone. 
As is the entire supply of blasting powder." 


"What? Where could they have gone?!" 


"We think they were eaten, sir." Adavir roared in 
fury, and the soldier waited until his lord finished before 
continuing. "I encountered the rest of the troops on my way 
here, sir. We'd like to ask a question." 


"Yes?" Adavir growled. 


"They're all outside now, but it's still an important 
distinction- are we quitting, resigning, or deserting?" Ryan 


asked in total earnestness. 


The ruler of Lunpa turned back to his throne and 
slammed his fist against the back, knocking open a 
compartment and drawing from it the most compact 
blastbow any of them had seen. 


"You're dying," he answered, and pulled the 
trigger. It would have been a supreme evil-villain line, but 
was rather ruined by the orihalcon blade in the bullet's path, 
which sent Adavir's shot careening into the darkness. 


"Isn't it fun how we just never seem to go away?" 
asked Garet conversationally as Isaac levelled the Sol Blade 
at Adavir's throat. 


"You're bluffing,” said Adavir, not even raising his 
chin to keep from getting scratched. "You're impossibly 
weak." 


"Try us. Please try us," Felix suggested. 


Gale had guessed right, Adavir had been drawing 
strength from his own torches in a way that made his stores 
of Psynergy dozens of times greater than they should have 
been, but even now, he had consumed very little. One more 
firewall was produced with the flick of a finger. It wasn't 
strong enough to keep them sealed, but it did blast all nine 
heroes off their feet and several metres back. 


He switched chambers of the revolver and was 
aiming to finish off the remarkably resilient Lemurian when a 
spire of ice grew from the floor, nearly capturing him as it 
did. Serac's Djinni power. With a shock, Adavir realised that 
someone else had created a Blaze of Glory, close enough 
that it was affecting the distant half of the hall. He quickly 
spotted three unbroken torches among the wreckage and lit 


them, fighting Spark's beacon with his own. They were 
quick, but Adavir had invented these Psynergies. 


"Can the two of you defeat me now?" asked Adavir, 
though he could no longer see the Djinn. "Do you dare to 
enter my circle, even to save your friends? ...] thought you 
might not. Alas." 


"| will," said another voice, and a small red shape 
stepped within the light. 


"Ah. Shine, unless I'm mistaken," said Adavir, 
fidgeting with his revolver. 


"You are." 


"What? But your brave folly gives you away, 
Djinni." 


One of the three torches suddenly darkened as a 
howling wind echoed about the room. Adavir raised a hand 
to light it, but the current remained strong, and he had to 
fight to keep it alive. Another torch frosted over and was 
encased by ice that threatened to engulf the flame, but 
Adavir still had the power to try to resist that, too. Serac 
and Gale were being held at bay. 


"One more, Djinni," Adavir taunted. "Can the 
might of Mars conquer a torch?" He fixed his eyes on the 
third, still burning strong in the darkness, and smiled. 


A shining globe that reflected the ruined chamber 
obliterated it like a matchstick in an avalanche. "Here's a 
hint," Geode offered the other Djinn, still dripping. "If 
Breath ever tells you not to stand somewhere, don't stand 
there." 


Spark's beacon held sway over the whole of the 
room, now. Adavir let his arms fall, sapped of his strength. 
"I'll give you a hint to my name, Adavir," said the lone Mars 
Djinni. "You obviously learned all about us before we ever 
came here. So maybe you know our battle-cry?" The Mars 
Djinni leapt into the air and flared, as incandescent as a red 
sun. "Unleash the Fury of the Djinn!" 


Scarlet spirits swirled around Fury like a ring 
nebula before gathering and streaming forth at Adavir. One 
by one they dove through the Mars Adept, striking blows 
that left no mark but were dealt directly to the soul. The 
fiery wave passed, and still Adavir kept his feet... but one 
more remained. 


As transparent as diamond reflecting the sunset, 
the spirit of lan stood before Fury, an implacable champion. 
He strode forward, over the fissures in the stone without 
pause, until he faced Adavir. His fear shown in lan's aura, 
the ruler shied away, but not swiftly enough. lan raised his 
right arm- 


Smack! 


-And dealt a slap that sent Adavir sprawling. Red 
Sparks seemed to slither out of him and take to the air 
before bursting like tiny fireworks. lan turned to face Ryan, 
who had pulled himself up by then, winked briefly, and then 
faded into the dark. 


The Adepts, who had recovered from the scorching 
collision, surrounded Adavir's prone form. 


"Is he dead?" asked Garet, sounding a bit 
disappointed. 


"No... but there's something strange about him," 
said Ivan, who had enough strength to use Reveal and see 
through the gloom. 


"His glow is gone," Sheba realised. "I think lan 
took his Psynergy. No more Mars power." 


"You can do that?" asked Ryan, who had never 
seen so much power released in one place before, even 
when Adavir had been making one of his intimidating 
performances of justice. At that moment, he was trying to 
decide which of the Djinn had blown up the floor and which 
had collapsed the ceiling. 


"Not that we have ever seen before," Picard 
replied. "It would have been a useful technique against 
some of the Mars Clan." 


"Don't look at me," said Fury. "I was just itching to 
try my power out; haven't had a chance all day. That Psy-rip 
was all lan." 


"| don't suppose any of you know how to contact 
souls beyond this world? Because-" 


Jenna cut Isaac off with one raised hand. "I hear 
something," she stated. Sheba went skipping across the 
jagged stones- if she had thought about it, she would have 
been too tired to skip, but no one was energetic enough to 
remind her. 


At the closed entrance to the hall, she found what 
it was that Jenna had mentioned. "Hello? Is anyone there? 
We heard what happened and the blasted torch has been 
out for an hour at least-" 


"It's been about a minute and a half, Forge." 


"Do I look like a Djinni aligned with the element of 
Caring What You're Blathering About, Gasp?" 


"There's no need to be snippy. Fury's not the only 
one who didn't get to use her power." 


"You had that platoon back on the fourth floor. 
Knocked them out cold." 


"Oh, big deal, a platoon..." 


With a roll of her eyes, Sheba called out to the 
Djinn behind the collapsed door, relaying them to the proper 
Adepts as they came through. Another dozen arrived 
through the floor, having climbed and flown their way up 
through the variously blasted holes all the way from the 
flooded basements, and soon all seventy-two Djinn were 
allied with their Adepts. 


Felix nodded at the fallen tyrant. "We should take 
him outside. The Lunpans are going to have to decide what 
to do with this one." An unusually severe look on his face, 
Garet hauled Adavir over one shoulder, then looked at the 
blocked door. 


"Sheba?" he asked. 


"No problem, Garet," she replied, grinning. 
"Unleash Ether!" A charge of Psynergy was returned to the 
Hero; not much, but easily enough for what his purposes. 
Garet raised his free hand toward the great crumbled mass 
of stone and mortar, and looked at the others in a way that 
managed to relay the statement: / told you right from the 
beginning this was the way to go. 


"Pyroclasm!" 


Gale and Geode sat on the roof of a Lunpan home 
that had been given to the Adepts for the duration of their 
stay in the city, watching the stars. It was hard to believe 
that the entire disaster-adventure-revolution-fiasco had fit 
into a single day. That day had felt longer than a hundred 
years of peace inside Sol Sanctum... but had been so much 
better (and worse) at the same time that Geode found 
himself wondering when they'd get to do it again. 


"I'm surprised Adavir's still alive," Gale remarked. 
"Killing's too good for him," Geode growled. 
"Oh, don't sound like that. We won, didn't we?" 


"| guess so... except for that guy lan. | never met 
him, but you know how it is." Gale nodded solemnly; the 
sharing of memories between Djinn could be so strong that 
it was hard to tell which were your own. They both knew the 
village leader as well as Flint or Waft or any of the others. 


"He did what he chose to," Gale began. 
"Don't get philosophical on me," Geode said. 


"You make it sound like a condiment. You're 
talking to me, not standing near Garet at dinner." 


“That wasn't much fun either. Did you see the 
feast those fortress chefs cooked up?" 


Gale laughed. "Well, they earned it, didn't they?" 


"We earned it!" Geode protested, but his 
arguments had less and less feeling in them. 


"We don't eat any more," Gale pointed out. "And 
they're still heroes." She looked up at the vibrant sky, 
purest darkness and light in a strange, imbalanced 
harmony. "Maybe this is our reward." 


"Anyone can see the sky," Geode remarked. 


"That doesn't mean they see it like we do," Gale 
replied. They rested in silence a while longer before Gale 
again broke it. "You were insanely foolish to go running out 
in the open back there-" 


"All right already!" 


"And brave and heroic and selfless," she went on 
mildly. 


"We can wait inside if she hasn't kissed you yet," 
said Fugue, hopping through the window with Shade 
following close behind. 


"What?!" Geode spluttered. "Jupiter Djinn don't 
even have lips!" 


"Well neither do I," Fugue said, but in some way 
she still managed to place a kiss on his cheek. "Good 
performance today. Oh, don't look at me like that, I'm not 
the one with a crush on you. That's her." 


"I do not! ...Squall does," Gale added 
nonchalantly, once she had calmed down. 


"Really?" Geode asked. 


"No." 


"Oh, Spirits above and below," Shade moaned, 
Sagging. "Does this have to go on?" 


"If you wanted quiet, why are you out here?" Fugue 
asked. 


"| don't," Shade answered. "I just like complaining 
about it in the company of friends." 


The three of them began chatting about the new 
governing of Lunpa. There were rumours floating about that 
Ryan was the popular choice for the village guard captain, 
and other rumours saying that he had locked to door to his 
room and wouldn't come out until they withdrew the 
nomination. 


"What is it, Gale?" asked Shade, when he noticed 
she was still focused on the stars. 


"Just noticing the constellations," she replied. 
"Like Iris up there, and Coatlicue in the north and Eclipse 
over that way... heroes from ages ago, still remembered 
today." 


"Hey," Geode commented. "That one looks sort of 
like a Djinni." 


"A Mars one, too," Fugue noted. 
"What?! It's Venus!" Geode insisted. 


"I admit it's the right shape, but that's distinctly 
my tail," Shade stated matter-of-factly. 


"Do | have to toast you to explain the difference 
between Mercury and Mars Djinni ears?" 


Satisfied that she had dealt with the others long 
enough for an unnoticed moment's silent glorification, Gale 
looked to the east, where the horizon was beginning to 
transform from black to faint white-blue. She smiled, 
soothed by the debating voices behind her, and thought: 
Unleash the splendour of the dawn. 


